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	1. Chapter 1: Meeting Bella

**This is a collection of Rodolphus' memories of becoming and being a Death Eater. It also includes some of his early life and some random extra scenes. This fic was inspired by the memories taken from Rodolphus in another of my fics, Now and Forevermore. This is supposed to be that collection. Thanks to The Purple Black who gave me the extra prod to actually scribe it! ;)**

Chapter 1: Meeting Bella

Five year old Rodolphus Lestrange frowned at his father's back, his left hand reaching up to rub his cheek where he'd been reprimanded with a magical slap. He did not want to leave his play room to follow his father to Merlin-knew-where to do something stupid and boring. He didn't dare ask to stay home again, and put his hand down innocently when his father turned back to him.

"You will be going to the Black mansion with me, and I do not want to hear another word of complaint," Desmond Lestrange told the boy sharply.

"Yes, Father," the boy answered obediently, though he was not as willing inside.

Father and son Lestrange left the halls of their home, Desmond taking his son's hand before disapparating. The man barely waited for his son to recover from the sudden long apparition before he strode forward to the gates. The boy stuck close by his father, silent and solemn, dignified as he'd always been taught as they were admitted to the manor.

"Lestrange," said man before them as a house elf offered to take their traveling cloaks.

"Go away," Rodolphus told it when the two adults weren't looking. "I'm keeping mine."

The elf was gone, and Cygnus Black looked down at the small boy, his brow furrowing. "Brought your son?" Rodolphus looked up at the man, realizing the conversation was about him. His father glanced down at him, and the other man asked, "What is your name, boy?"

"My name is Rodolphus," he answered, careful to say his own name right. It had been a struggle to learn to say his own name correctly, but his mother had drilled it into him enough that it was more natural. He still said his name wrong whenever he got nervous, though.

"If you would rather, he could join Bellatrix and Andromeda in their playroom."

The little boy only just noticed the dark-haired woman who had been standing slightly behind the man of the house. She was looking at him calculatingly, and then stepped forward to stand beside her husband.

Moments later, Rodolphus found himself following Druella Black down the hall of the mansion, his father going off to the study with Cygnus. She led him to a door obviously decorated to appeal to children, then knocked specially before opening the door and leading him inside.

Two little girls stood in the middle of the room, toys laid aside, waiting. The brown-haired child was watching her mother for instruction, but the older girl, the black-haired one, was staring at _him_. "Bellatrix, Andromeda, this is Rodolphus Lestrange. He and his father are visiting us for a little while today." The woman frowned at her older daughter, who grinned innocently at her mother.

"Hello," said the smaller girl courteously. "I'm Andromeda. Pleased to meet you, Rodolphus."

He answered politely, then glanced back at the black-haired girl, who was smirking at him now that her mother had gone. "And you are…?" he asked her, almost frowning. He didn't know why she would be smirking at him, and it annoyed him.

"I'm Bella," answered the girl. "Andy, you should have asked Mother if we could go out in the grounds." The brown-haired child looked over at the door, and Bella decided, "Let's just go."

Rodolphus wondered why the girl wouldn't have asked her own mother, but followed the two as Bella opened the door and led the way down the hall. Andy told their new acquaintance that she was three and Bella was four, almost five, and Rodolphus didn't reply, Bella beginning to chatter about their younger sister, baby Cissa.

"Bella, shhh," Andy said, grabbing her sister's hand, and received a frown. "You're talking too much."

"But if I don't talk, no one will," Bella said haughtily, tossing her hair. "_He_ doesn't want to, and you've said all the nice things that Mother taught you already anyway."

"Bella!" Andromeda said in horror, glancing apologetically at the dark-haired boy.

Rodolphus shuffled uncomfortably, then said, "Do you two remember your first magic?"

Bella giggled, then answered, "I hurt a house-elf, and now we don't have it anymore. I don't know where it went."

"That wasn't your first," Andy muttered, but Bella ignored her. "I...broke something in the nursery, I think. I wanted Mum, but she wasn't there."

"And you broke something because you wanted Mum," Bella said, still giggling. "That's stupid. What did _you_ do?" She turned on Rodolphus suddenly.

He stared at her for a second, then said, "I broke a mirror when I was two."

Bella shrieked, "You broke a mirror?! Seven years bad luck!" She stopped. "You were two years old?"

"Bella," Andromeda began cautiously, but Bella wasn't listening.

"Two years old before your magic awakened," the black-haired girl taunted him. "And broke a mirror. You're just bad luck, Dolphie."

"Don't call me that," Rodolphus said before he realised that it was a bad idea. He'd made her start giggling again.

"Bellatrix!" the girl stopped giggling, both Black sisters turning to see their father walking toward them, Rodolphus' father with him. "What are you doing out here? You were to stay in the playroom!"

Andromeda stepped forward. "It was my idea, Father," she said. "We would have made a mess if we did wandless magic in there."

Rodolphus stood to the side, watching the three-year-old lie to her father. He saw Bella glance at him, magic crackling in her small hands before she closed her fists over it. He knew she meant to tease him about how old he was when he first used magic, and he didn't like it.

The two girls walked in their father's wake back up to the house, looking at each other with satisfaction. Rodolphus didn't say anything until he had to say goodbye, quietly saying what was required of him before his father took him by the arm and disapparated.

Desmond Lestrange looked down at his heir, both standing in the Entrance Hall of Lestrange Manor as an elf took their cloaks. "What did you think of the Black sisters?"

"Andy's nice," Rodolphus told his father after a moment, not knowing how to say that he thought Bella Black was the rudest witch he'd ever met in his young life.


	2. Chapter 2: Beetles and Books

**I was so excited for this chapter that I had to upload it right after the first one! I know it's a bit shorter, but I hope you enjoy! Later chapters might either be shorter, or longer, depending on how difficult I find them to write. I'd love to write a long, drawn-out scene of torture. :) haha As I said, enjoy!**

A seven year old Rodolphus sat on the sofa in the library, waiting for his parents to return home. He had been reading a book that had caught his attention, which had just happened to contain some of the Lestrange family's Dark contributions to the world. Rodolphus was presently wondering if he should find a beetle to test out the shriveling spell that he'd just read, but didn't know if he could contain it: the spell seemed fairly extensive and complex.

The boy smirked as he remembered his father explaining to him how useful beetles were in learning most kinds of spells: Desmond Lestrange's examples had been _Crucio_, _Imperio_, and _Avada Kedavra._ The Imperius had offered him no trouble at all: the beetle had gladly danced, hidden, and done whatever Rodolphus had wished it to, but Desmond was not pleased with his son's Cruciatus Curse.

_"__Too harsh!" the man scolded the boy. "The point of _Crucio_ is to cause suffering, not to end it quickly!"_

_"__Sorry," Rodolphus muttered, realising the beetle had died mid-_Crucio. _Yet, several minutes later, no beetle had managed to survive the boy's spell. Rodolphus sighed as his father Summoned another beetle._

_"__If you kill this one as well, I will have to show you how the Curse is done properly," Desmond warned the boy._

_Rodolphus frowned as he watched the bug resting stupidly on the table, not knowing what awaited it. He knew that he was to only cause intense pain, but not to torture the insect to death. Pointing his grandfather's wand at the beetle, he hissed, "_Crucio!"

_The beetle jerked violently, its exoskeleton visibly cracking. "Stupid boy!" his father said, cursing at him in French. "The victim is not supposed to explode! The victim is to _feel _as if they will explode!"_

_In the next instant, before the boy could reply, an intense pain coursed through his body and terror filled him as he felt what his father had just described. "Father!" he cried through the pain, falling to his knees. Rodolphus didn't mind the pain as much as he hated the feeling of being crushed: both from the outside and the inside. He didn't like feeling as if one layer of skin was trying to push the outer layer off, and didn't like that it was hard to breathe because of the pressure outside his body. "Father!" he cried again, clenching his fists tightly._

_Desmond Lestrange released the Curse, looking down at the boy, who was trembling, placing a hand on his chest to make sure the weight was gone. "You've got to learn," he said quietly to the young boy. "You've got to know this to earn and keep your place in society. I will not allow you to fail the House of Lestrange, Rodolphus."_

_"__Yes, Father," the boy gasped, and, three different Crucios later, Rodolphus managed not to kill the beetle, instead leaving it twitching on the table._

_"__Improvement," Desmond said, then motioned the boy to be gone._

_Rodolphus fled in as dignified a way as he could, longing to be away from torture and death for a while. He ran into his mother in the corridor before his room, and grasped her robes tightly, hoping she would understand what had happened and not push him away._

_Meira Lestrange put her arms around her son and sighed softly, feeling the residual magic of the Curses that had been done. "A lesson from your father," she said quietly before leading him on into his room. She Summoned a potion, allowing him to sit down on the bed before she handed the glass to him. "Drink," she told him. "It will help you recover. Perhaps I should teach you how to brew this potion, hmm? You will probably need to know it."_

_Rodolphus drank the potion without stopping, then asked, "Mother, why does Father say that the Cruciatus can make you feel all sorts of ways, but it kills if you try to do several of them?"_

_"__It's meant to be done one variation at a time," Meira answered. "I don't know them all, and I haven't done most of them. That's something you should ask your father."_

_"__I couldn't," Rodolphus shook his head ever so slightly. "He'd use them all on me."_

_Meira sat down beside her son and said, "I don't think he would. You could always look up the answers yourself. Your father would like to see that, I'm sure."_

_Rodolphus smirked. "All right, I will."_

Rodolphus frowned at the book in his hand. It was completely void of an explanation for the death of the beetles. It only said that harsh use of _Crucio_ could cause permanent disfigurement, mind damage, or even insanity. It said nothing about death. Rodolphus wondered if any book about the Unforgivables would be able to satisfy his curiousity. All he knew was that he wasn't sure he wanted to experiment, and he did _not_ want to be the test victim.


	3. Chapter 3: Finding Common Ground

"Rodolphus?" Meira Lestrange stepped into the library, finding her son splayed on the couch, reading yet another book. "Rod, if your father saw you right now..."

The boy sat up, straightening his robes and smoothing his hair quickly. "Where is he?"

His mother smiled a little. "Waiting for us in the Entrance Hall. You didn't forget that we were visiting the Blacks again today?"

"Oh," Rodolphus said, sighing. He always dreaded visiting Ravensden because Bellatrix had never hesitated to make fun of him the three times he'd been to her father's manor. "Yes, I did. Do I have to go this time, too?"

"Yes, Rodolphus," Meira told him. "You know that your father wants to make a strong alliance with the girls' family."

"But why do _I_ have to be there every time?" Rodolphus sighed, almost complaining. "It's not as if I do anything besides talk to Andy and Cissa."

Meira placed one hand on her son's shoulder. "You are your father's heir, Rodolphus, and you will one day be head of the House of Lestrange. That is reason enough for you to be friendly with the young Blacks."

The boy placed the book he'd been reading into his pocket before leaving the room with his mother. He joined his father, who didn't say a word as they left Lestrange Manor.

Moments later, they were in the Entrance Hall of Ravensden, greeting the five Blacks. As Rodolphus took each girl by the hand in turn, he marveled at the differences between the sisters. Bellatrix smirked at him when he kissed her hand out of courtesy, her black eyes sparkling with amusement that did not bode well for his visit. Andromeda stood next to Bella, just as tall, but with brown eyes instead of black. She spoke kindly to him, inquiring as to his well-being during the last few months.

The youngest sister murmured a greeting, and Rodolphus said, "Hello, Narcissa." She looked up, the usual spirit in her black eyes strangely subdued.

"Welcome," she answered, pulling her hand away from his as quickly as possible without seeming rude. Her blonde hair hid her face a moment before Bella slipped an arm around her waist and led them away from the adults.

The oldest Black sister was whispering to the youngest very quickly as Andromeda walked next to their guest, talking loudly enough that Rodolphus couldn't hear what the other girls were saying, and quietly enough that she wasn't obviously trying to make conversation.

Rodolphus walked into the room, then found himself staring at a scorch mark on the wall. "What's that?" he said, knowing that he probably shouldn't have seen it.

"Bella did that," Andromeda sighed. "With Grandmum's wand. Father doesn't know yet: we don't know what to tell him."

"Well, we could tell him I did it acci-dent-ally," the littlest girl said.

Both the child's older sisters cut her off at the same time. "You won't," Andromeda said sharply as Bellatrix said, "He'd never believe that."

Rodolphus frowned at the burn mark. "What was it?"

Bellatrix smirked. "Has your father taught you the Unforgivables yet?"

"It was a Cruciatus, wasn't it?" Rodolphus realised, a grin spreading across his face. "A house-elf again?"

"Ooh, Bella, he knows!" Cissa said, and Bella rolled her eyes, shoving her sister playfully, though hard enough that the child sat down on the floor with a thud.

"Be quiet, Cissa." Bellatrix was grinning at Rodolphus delightedly, ignoring Andromeda as she helped Narcissa to her feet and brushed off the girl's dress.

Rodolphus was almost sorry for Bella's two younger sisters, but thought that if they had lived with her all their lives, they would be okay. "And yes, Father has given me a few lessons," he told the oldest Black sister.

She grinned excitedly. "Good!" she said firmly. "Then we can practise—"

"On insects only, Bella," Andromeda cut in.

"Of course," Bella waved her sister off. "We can practise our lessons, and tell Father that we misjudged one of the Curses! That's perfect, Rod!" She didn't touch him at all, but dragged him over to the windowsill all the same. "You have a wand with you, don't you?" she demanded, and he said yes. "Show me your spell," she said hungrily, pointing him to a spider in the corner of the window. "I've been practising on this one."

Rodolphus looked at the spider, then quickly glancing around the window, finding another spider. He didn't think Bella would appreciate his killing her victim for her. He brought the spider down onto the windowsill before pointing his grandfather's wand at it and saying, "**Crucio!**"

The spider didn't die, to Rodolphus' surprise. Bella giggled as she watched the spider jerk and twitch under the boy's spell. "Not bad," she told him when he was finished. "I like that you don't even have to shout."

He grinned, his first reaction. "It's not necessary," he said. "But I used to struggle with not killing the spider—the beetles, I mean—with my Curse."

"Your _Crucio_ must be quite intense," Bella mused, smirking. "For the beetles to just die afterward."

"They died during the Curse," Rodolphus replied, seeing Narcissa tilt her head and look at Andromeda in alarm.

The two younger Black sisters slipped over to the couch, Narcissa sitting behind Andromeda and beginning to play with her hair. Bella didn't seem to notice, instead saying, "Oh. Well, you've got to make sure that you don't use more than three versions of the Cruciatus at the same time unless you're really trying to cause damage to—"

"Bellatrix," Andromeda said sharply, and the dark-haired girl turned to give her sister a glare.

"Go somewhere else, then," Bella replied, tossing her dark curls and turning back to Rodolphus, who was staring at her blankly. She didn't even glance at her sisters as Andromeda followed the youngest sister out of the room. "Unless you want to cause damage to or kill your victim," she finished. "You don't know about this." She frowned at him, then added, "It's all in this book that father has. Here." She crossed the room and retrieved a book from between the cushions of the couch, sitting down where her sisters had been a moment before.

Rodolphus sat down beside the girl, close enough to see the pages over her shoulder. "Variations of _Crucio_," he read from the chapter title. He glanced through the overview, realising that he really had no idea of the scope of the Cruciatus. "How well do you know this book?" he asked her.

Bellatrix smirked, pushing the book into his hands. "Check me," she told him, then began to recite the versions of the Cruciatus.

He realised that she knew far more about torture methods than any seven year old girl should, Black or not. Her recitation was close enough to perfect that he didn't interrupt a single time as she told him of cracking bones, flaming flesh, being crushed...her eyes were wide with excitement and interest as she spoke passionately about using the Drowning Cruciatus on one of their house-elves.

"I thought it was going to scratch its throat out," she giggled. "Andy made me stop so she could help it, but it said that it really does feel like breathing in water, and pain besides that. I wouldn't know." Bellatrix was back to giggling, her shoulder brushing his as she leaned closer to check her own recitation.

"Have you used them all before?" Rodolphus asked her curiously.

"Yes," she said, then frowned. "No. I haven't used the shriveling and melting one yet. I thought it would be better to do it on something else, but Andy refused to let me try it on a house-elf, and not the cat, either."

Rodolphus laughed, and Bellatrix laughed too. "Try a rat," Rodolphus told her. "Father said that he'd let me try it eventually, but that I'd need more practise. I'm sure you could do it."

Bellatrix looked offended. "We haven't got rats!"

He looked at her for a moment, then said, "Not a single rodent? Not even as a pet?"

"Maybe in the dungeon," Bella muttered thoughtfully. "Father doesn't like me to be down there, though. Andy might get one for us." She jumped to her feet, shoving the book into her pocket. "Let's go ask her!"

"Why does your sister get to do everything that you don't?" Rodolphus asked without thinking.

The black-haired girl stared at him, her eyes sparking dangerously. "Because she's our parents' favourite, and she never does anything wrong. She's perfect. You've seen her. Now come along."

Bellatrix swept from the room, leaving Rodolphus to follow in her wake.


	4. Chapter 4

An eight year old Rodolphus shaded his eyes as he looked up into the sky above the grounds of Lestrange Manor. Andromeda did send him a letter once in a while to let him know what was happening to her and her sisters. She, of course, was barely six years old, but owned a quill that would write what she spoke. Rodolphus wondered if Bellatrix or someone edited the letters, for he was sure that Andromeda would never say some of the things that were written for him to see.

Rodolphus frowned at the thought of Andromeda talking about anything unsuitable for discussion with those outside their immediate family. She was the least likely person to be improper: Bellatrix was right about her. Bella was always right, he sighed. He was almost sure that the oldest Black sister wrote to him and signed her sister's name, but he didn't want to be rude if he was wrong, and he didn't want to give Bella another reason to laugh at him.

The boy frowned at a nearby pigeon, glancing around for a stone to throw at it. He didn't see any immediately, however, and looked up, hearing a hoot and flapping wings. The owl perched on his arm, pecking his cheek as he tried to get the letter off it. "Ouch!" he swore at the bird, who hooted again, dropped the letter, and flew away. Rodolphus picked up the letter and opened it.

_Rodolphus:_

_I hope this letter finds you in good health. Bella, Cissa, and I would like to personally invite you to the gathering our family is holding at our home the nineteenth of April. Your family will be receiving a formal invitation from our family, but Bella and I decided to invite you personally. We do hope that you and your parents will be able to attend, and look forward to seeing you at that time._

_Sincerely,_

_Andromeda Black_

Rodolphus frowned at the letter. Girls were altogether too excited about parties and things like that, he decided. Shaking his head slightly, he slipped the letter into his pocket and walked back up to his house.

* * *

><p>On the nineteenth of April, Rodolphus and his father arrived at Ravensden to find quite a large gathering at the manor. Desmond looked down at his son, then said, "Talk with the other young ones, Rodolphus. Learn them. Remember what your mother and I have taught you."<p>

"Yes, Father," answered the boy, then walked toward a group of other boys with whom he was acquainted.

"Lestrange," the blonde boy greeted him, and the other boys looked around at him.

"Malfoy," Rodolphus answered quietly, nodding to the others. "Nott...Selwyn. I must confess I don't know your names," he added to the other two.

Lucius Malfoy waved his hand casually at the two. "This one's Crabbe and that one's Goyle," he said. "They haven't got first names."

Selwyn began to laugh, and the other boy joined in. "I saw you walk in with your father, wasn't it?" Nott asked.

Rodolphus said yes, then merely listened as Lucius began to talk about something his father had told him about the Dark Lord rising in their world. "The Muggle killings are becoming more frequent," Goyle agreed excitedly, and his chunky companion nodded.

"Father says more wizards are joining the cause," Lucius said, smirking. "That's why. But the Dark Lord needs more manpower: he can't do everything himself."

"Are you going to join him?" Crabbe said in surprise. "When you're old enough?"

"Go on, Lucius," chuckled Nott. "Show the world how it's done."

Selwyn rolled his eyes at the two. "That's supposed to be a secret, Payton. It isn't to show the world: if you wanted to know what it was like, you _and_ Lucius could go join him."

"Who?" Bellatrix Black stood there, watching the six boys.

"The Dark Lord," Rodolphus told her before he could stop himself, and heard two of the boys hiss in disapproval.

Bellatrix smirked at the blonde boy, then said, "Wouldn't surprise me, Lucius, although I've heard it's quite graphic. Are you sure you're cut out for such rough work?"

Rodolphus barely kept himself from grinning at Bella's words. The Malfoy heir did seem a little too fine to get blood on his hands, he thought amusedly.

Bellatrix didn't let him answer, though, saying, "I was supposed to say to you though, Lucius, and Rodolphus, that Cissa says hello. She isn't allowed to attend because she's too young, but she wanted to greet you anyway."

The Lestrange boy smiled politely, but Lucius shook his head slightly, condescendingly. "Thank you, Bella," said Malfoy.

The girl refused to be dismissed that easily, speaking of something else. Rodolphus watched and listened to Bellatrix and Lucius talk, each trying to outwit the other. Lucius obviously wanted her to go away, but she was pretending to be oblivious. Finally, Lucius asked her, "Don't you have other guests to speak to, Bella?"

"Andy's with them," answered the dark-haired girl, watching another family arrive.

"Who are they?" Payton Nott asked, frowning as the red hair became more obvious under the bright lights in the room. "That can't be the Weasleys…."

"Those are the Prewetts," Bellatrix answered, watching the red-haired girl about her age walk nervously into the room. "How...unfortunate for them."

Rodolphus saw Andromeda catch her sister's eye, but Bella refused to leave the boys. Moments later, Andromeda slipped into their gathering, right next to her older sister, and said softly, "Bella, Mother wishes to speak to you for a moment."

The black-haired girl excused herself, and Rodolphus saw Lucius watching her walk away. He was amused with the girl's ability to annoy the suave youth, and wondered if she knew she was doing it. Andromeda caught his eye, then nodded to them all and hurried after her sister. The boys fell back into their discussion, but Rodolphus noticed that Lucius kept an eye out for any approaching girls.

Not too long after the girls had gone, they were all summoned to the dining hall for the feast, and Rodolphus was slightly surprised to see Narcissa with her sisters, looking as proper as could be for a three year old.

Rodolphus sat between his father and the Avery boy, who was quite a few years younger, closer to Andromeda's age. Lucius and his parents were across from them, and Bellatrix was sandwiched between her sisters, Andromeda next to their mother. Narcissa sat beside her oldest sister and Lucius, quiet, waiting for the meal to begin.

The boy couldn't help thinking that Lucius seemed slightly distracted by the small child sitting demurely at his side, and wondered if the blonde boy was comparing Cissa to her older, rambunctious sister. Still, the three Black sisters looked quite alike at the moment, except for their hair colour. Each was quietly sitting there, waiting—and then Rodolphus jumped, for someone had kicked him under the table.

Desmond frowned at his son, hissing a few words to him, and Rodolphus kept calm until his father turned away. Bellatrix smirked at him across the table, amused at the results of her restlessness. Rodolphus frowned at her impropriety, but didn't say anything: Andromeda had already caught on and was scolding her sister in a whisper. Bellatrix was still grinning when they began their meal, although she didn't answer her sister.

After the feast, Desmond told Rodolphus that they would be staying later than most of the others, as the men had something to discuss. _As always_, Rodolphus thought. He silently joined the girls and Lucius on the way to a more private, comfortable room. Bellatrix sank into the couch, but Andromeda sat down properly, and Narcissa sat between her sisters, looking between the two boys.

"I'm glad you both could stay," Andromeda told them.

"It's a decent opportunity to get to know other purebloods better," Lucius replied easily. Rodolphus decided it was easier to watch and let the Malfoy try to handle the Black sisters all together. "Father wants me to be acquainted with most of the purebloods my age, so that we sort of know each other before we go off to Hogwarts."

Bellatrix grinned gleefully. "But we've only got three more years left," she reminded him. "I'm eight, and you've been eight for a few months."

"You're eight, aren't you?" Lucius said to Rodolphus.

"No, I'm nine already," he answered. "My birthday was in March."

"Oh, you're the oldest of us!" Andromeda smiled.

Bellatrix rolled her eyes. "You'd never know—Cissy!" For the little girl had poked her older sister viciously in the side.

Narcissa stared back at her indignantly. "Don't be rude, Bella!"

"Well, he never says anything," Bella excused herself.

"Because you and Lucius say it all," Andromeda answered. "The rest of us needn't talk."

"Stop," Lucius told them, raising a hand. "I'm sure an argument wasn't what our parents had in mind for us."

Rodolphus snorted before he could stop himself, and was fairly certain he saw the other boy grin a little. Bellatrix turned to him. "What do you think our parents had in mind, _Lestrange_?"

He stared at her a moment, then said, "Besides polite conversation and becoming slightly better acquainted? Your guess, or mine, I suppose."

Bella sighed. "Boring," she said.

Lucius frowned at her. "Your parents have their work cut out for them, to turn you into the perfect pureblood wife for someone."

"Ha!" said the eight year old girl haughtily, turning away from the blonde boy.

"Not that that's any of your business, Malfoy," Andromeda said sharply. "Unless you intend to get your father to ask ours for Bella!"

"Never!" Bella shrieked, and Rodolphus laughed outright.

"That would be a disaster," Rodolphus agreed. "He's too fine, and she's too wild."

Bella giggled instead of shrieking this time, and Lucius smirked. "That's not to say she won't change."

Narcissa frowned at Lucius. "I won't let her!" she said firmly. "And you can't have her!"

The children were all laughing at Narcissa's bewildered expression when their parents arrived to take the children home.

* * *

><p>When Desmond and Rodolphus arrived back at their home, the man asked his son, "Did you talk to the other boys? Did you hear anything interesting?"<p>

Rodolphus frowned, thinking of his conversation throughout the night. "They were only talking of the Dark Lord," he said softly, seeing his father's expression darken. "They don't know what it's like."

Desmond agreed, Rodolphus slipping out of his cloak and laying it over his arm. "Naive little children," Desmond muttered. "If they but understood what an alliance with the Dark Lord means-they might think twice before embracing it." He gave his heir a sharp look. "Never you tell them, or mention this to them, Rodolphus, do you understand?"

"Of course, Father," he answered, then smirked. "I would never be so open about our loyalties as Lucius is. Do you know-if I had a sickle for every time Lucius says 'Father said,' I could make the Malfoys look like Weasleys."

The boy's father chuckled, then slipped his arm around his shoulders, the two walking into their home together.


	5. Chapter 5: Hogwarts Letter

**Another update! I'm really glad that this one is finished: it's 1am here, haha Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Rodolphus received a Hogwarts letter on his eleventh birthday, and the boy smiled as he read it before hurrying off to show his mother. Meira Lestrange congratulated him, giving him a hug, then cautioned him, "You might want to tell your father carefully. He might still want you to attend the school he attended."<p>

Rod frowned, then agreed, hurrying off to his father's study before stopping quietly before the door. He touched the ward with his magic, and the wards went down, allowing his entrance. Desmond Lestrange looked up at his son, who set the Hogwarts letter before the older man.

"Do you wish to attend Hogwarts?" Desmond said disapprovingly.

"I—" Rod was quiet for a moment, then said, "Most of the children I know will be attending Hogwarts eventually, and I thought, if we wish to be more closely acquainted with their families, it would benefit us for me to attend Hogwarts."

"Sure you did," Desmond scoffed, then picked up the letter, looking it over again. "Well, you know you must be in Slytherin, if you do go, you know."

"Of course, Father," Rodolphus answered quickly. "Everyone says that, and I'm no Hufflepuff, and I've been told I'm no Ravenclaw, either."

Desmond raised an eyebrow. "Who tells you that?"

"Malfoy," Rod said. "He didn't say it right out, but Bella did. And everyone laughed. I know I'm supposed to be a Slytherin, Father. I couldn't be anything less."

"Very good," Desmond said. "I'll speak to you about this later, Rodolphus. I have other things to deal with at the moment."

"Yes, Father," answered the boy, and left the paper on his father's desk.

* * *

><p>Rodolphus was not surprised when his mother told him that they'd decided to send him to Hogwarts. She took him to Diagon Alley to get his school things, which did not please him at all. He'd been to Diagon only two or three times because it wasn't convenient for their family to be so far away from home to merely shop.<p>

He stayed close to his mother, even though several other small boys seemed to running around on their own. Meira told him that they would be visiting the robe shop, just to purchase an extra set of black robes for him. He knew that his mother had already made sure that his robes were the proper length, but realised he'd have to be measured for the new robes.

Meira said softly, "I'm going to go a few shops away and get your books. I'll be visiting the apothecary afterward. When you're finished, you can come find me."

"Okay," he agreed. "Thanks." She left, and he felt a bit nervous as soon as she'd disappeared down the street. He distracted himself by looking at styles of robes, wondering which one he should chose. He didn't want anything too fancy, but he didn't want to look shabby, or less than his House would expect of him.

"Oh, hello." Rodolphus looked up and found himself face to face with a red-haired boy.

"Hello," Rodolphus said with a frown. "Watch where you're going."

The boy looked startled, but immediately said, "Sorry. I was just excited—first year of Hogwarts you know—I see it's yours too. I'm Arthur Weasley."

Rodolphus nodded politely. "I'm Rodolphus Lestrange," he said.

"Oh, that explains the accent," the other said knowingly. "I heard that your family was becoming more popular among the purebloods here."

"Did your father tell you that?" Rodolphus said, trying not to sound disgusted as he turned back to looking at robes. The last thing he wanted was to meet another "Father said" kind of boy.

"No, it was my mum, actually," answered the boy, pulling out a robe and frowning at the ruffles on it. "I'm glad these are finally going out of style."

Rodolphus was confused as to why the boy's mother would be up to date on the pureblood happenings, but Arthur added, "My mother used to be part of the House of Black, but she was disowned when she married Dad. She's Cedrella Weasley now. See, there she is."

The black-haired boy turned around to see a tall woman with light brown hair coming toward them. He was sure that someone should have shouted at him not to gawk at the boy and his mother. The woman had Bellatrix's black eyes, and Rodolphus was jarred into recalling the boy's words: _she was disowned_.

He heard the woman ask her son who his friend was, and promptly turned away from them. Rodolphus took the robe he'd been looking at and brought it to the seamstress, asking her to fit him for it. From her measuring stand, the short boy could see the Weasley boy watching him from the other side of the clothing racks. His mother was looking at robes and talking, but Arthur wasn't paying attention.

Rodolphus obeyed the seamstress's commands, pretending not to watch the Weasleys, but watching them all the same. It wasn't the boy's fault what his mother did, of course, but the children had to pay the price anyway.

When the fitting was done, Rodolphus thanked the woman quietly, telling her to charge her services to the House of Lestrange at Gringotts. She nodded and smiled at him, and he left quickly, passing Arthur and his mother without a word. Rodolphus caught up to his mother in the bookstore, and she looked at him in surprise.

"Already finished?" she said. "Very good. I've got the books: we'll just purchase them and be off to the apothecary."

"Okay," Rodolphus agreed. He was still unnerved at the thought of talking to the son of a blood-traitor. What would his mother say? What would his father say? Rod determined not to tell them, shaking his head slightly at the thought of a disowned Black.

The dark-haired boy followed his mother through the next three or four shops, keeping a look out for the redhead and his mother. To Rodolphus' surprise, he saw not only Cedrella and Arthur, but two other boys and an older man that had joined them. Rodolphus heard his mother hiss, "Weasley!" and didn't question her command for him to stay close.

The two families were about to pass each other when the Weasley woman said, "Hello, Meira." Her younger sons looked up, Arthur already awkwardly glancing between his mother and the other family.

"Weasley," said Meira coldly, walking right past the family, Rodolphus right behind her. She caught his hand and disapparated at the next opportunity.

"Mum, how does she know you?" Rodolphus asked her when they appeared in the entrance hall of Lestrange Manor.

"We were in the same year at school," Meira told her son, a harsh look on her face. "Both Slytherins. But she chose the wrong way, Rodolphus, and we haven't spoken since. It's the way it has to be for the blood-traitors who decide their family's beliefs don't really matter."

Rodolphus nodded, glancing down at the packages in his hands. "I'll be in my room," he said, then took the other packages from his mother. He went to his room and began to pack his books and things away. He knew his father would be taking him to get his wand soon, and he was beginning to understand why Arthur Weasley was so thrilled to be starting Hogwarts.

* * *

><p><strong>Desmond specifically wanted to take Rodolphus to get his wand, so that wasn't in this chapter. It should be in the next one, hopefully along with the trip to Hogwarts AND the Sorting. XD Thank you for reading and please review! :)<strong>


	6. Surpise

A house-elf appeared before Rodolphus as he relaxed on the couch, reading. "What?" he snapped at it, annoyed that it had interrupted him.

"Mistress Meira wishes to see you," the elf said. "I am to take you to see her."

"Fine," hissed Rodolphus, and the book slammed shut, landing back on the shelf a little more forceful than necessary. He stood, and touched the elf's hand, a look of disgust on his face.

The elf disapparated, and the two appeared outside a door in another part of the manor. "Mistress said to knock," he told the boy, then disappeared with another _pop_!

Rodolphus scowled to himself, then knocked carefully, hearing his father call for him to enter. Pushing the door open, he walked into the room, seeing his mother lying propped up on the bed while his father sat by her side. "Mum?" he asked. "Are you all right?"

"Yes," she said with a smile. "Come here, Rodolphus." He moved closer to the bed, realising she was holding something in her arms. His heart was pounding as she said softly, "Meet your little brother."

"My…" Rodolphus stared at the infant his mother was cradling in her arms. _No…_

"His name is Rabastan," Meira told her older son, who was still staring at the baby. "He was born early this morning, June tenth."

Rodolphus couldn't speak, mostly because he was sure he'd be Cursed for anything that was immediately in his mind to say. His mother patted the bed beside her, and he walked forward as if in a daze, sitting down beside her. He didn't register his mother asking his father for something until he had left the room.

Meira Lestrange sighed and brushed her older boy's dark locks away from his forehead. "We shouldn't have surprised you, I know," she said quietly, "but your father didn't want you to know, in case something happened. You're still our firstborn, the heir."

The eleven year old didn't speak, only leaned his head against his mother's shoulder. "You can't be acting like this when your father is around," she murmured. "He'll take your reaction the wrong way. Rod—don't."

He sighed, sitting up to look down at the baby again. His brother. Rodolphus shook his head slightly, then muttered, "I don't want a brother."

Meira frowned at him, then said firmly, "Well, you've got one now, Rodolphus. If you need to be alone for a little while, I understand, but please—remember not to show any attitude to your father."

"Yes, Mother," he answered respectfully, though he was feeling angry and hurt. Why did he feel hurt about getting a little brother? It wasn't as if the brat could do anything, or make their father proud of them. Or angry with them.

Rodolphus walked from the room, making sure to avoid Desmond as the man walked back to his wife and new child. He knew that he and his father disagreed on several things, most of which his mother had smoothed over, keeping the two from arguing. She had done it again, he figured. She'd helped him keep calm and understand how he must act to keep his father from losing his temper. The Lestrange temper was not something to be laughed off.

He stepped back into the library, finding the book he'd thrown back onto the shelf. He didn't want to read anymore. The boy curled up in the window seat, looking out into the grounds of Lestrange Manor. His brother had been asleep, silent, but he'd heard from the three Black sisters about their little cousin Sirius. Rodolphus did not want to be awaken in the middle of the night because his brother was unhappy. He did not want their family to revolve around the newest little loud-mouth. He wanted it to be just he and his mother and father, but it wasn't to be anymore. He had to deal with his little brat, just as the Black sisters had to deal with theirs.

* * *

><p><em>Rodolphus sat before a fire, waiting for the clock to strike three in the afternoon so he could fire-call the House of Black. He wondered for the twelfth time why he was doing it, especially after only receiving a note that said: "Fire-call us at three this afternoon: Ravensden. Bella."<em>

_So here he was, ready to fire-call them. He wouldn't be surprised if he stuck his head in the fire, called for Ravensden, and ended up face to face with Cygnus Black. It would be just like Bellatrix to do something like that to him. Oh well. He was too curious not to do it. The letter did seem that it had been written in a hurry, and the owl had pecked him furiously because he'd dropped the letter twice before finally reading it._

_"__Ravensden," Rodolphus called into the fire, and felt the strange sensation of partially traveling through the Floo Network. The sitting room of Ravensden came into view, a ten year old Bella sitting before the fire, Cissa at her side. Andromeda was not in the room._

_"__Hello," Bellatrix said, sounding very displeased. "Has word gotten to you yet?"_

_"__About what?" Rodolphus replied, confused already._

_"__We've got another cousin," Cissa told him, the six-year-old's eyes wide and lit up with excitement. "He's so adorable!"_

_Bella rolled her eyes at her sister. "Babies are ugly, Cissa."_

_Cissa shot her big sister an indignant look. "You and Andy are wrong," she said shortly. "Reggie is cute, and especially more than Sirius!"_

_"__Well, _that'_s true," Bella smirked, then turned back to the face in the fire. "Aunt Walburga and Uncle Orion have two boys now," she reported, then scowled. "This one had better be better than Sirius."_

_"__Bella, that's mean!" Cissa protested. "He's only almost two, and—"_

_"__You were better at two years old than he will ever be," Bella said recklessly._

_"__You can't say that!" Cissa said, frowning slightly. "You don't know how he'll be when he's grown up!"_

_Bellatrix glared at the wall to the right of the fireplace. "I don't have to know, Cissa. Anyway, Rodolphus," she said, "we just wanted to let you and your family know about the new addition to the House of Black, in case you didn't already know."_

_Rodolphus agreed politely, then asked, "What was his name, again please?"_

_"__Regulus," Bellatrix enunciated, as if Rodolphus was a little slow. "Regulus Arcturus Black. Now don't forget, or—"_

_"__Bellatrix Black!" Andromeda had entered the room and was walking toward her sisters, looking angry. Cissa jumped up nervously, backing away from her sisters, and Bellatrix jumped to her feet, angry at the interruption. "What are you doing! Father would be furious!"_

_A Curse was the first thing out of Bellatrix's mouth, but Andromeda avoided it, diving to the side. Rodolphus watched Bella try to Curse Andromeda while the younger girl scolded the black-haired girl angrily._

_Cissa had her hands clasped tightly together, then said shrilly, "If you don't stop, I'm going to get Mother!"_

_Both girls looked to their younger sister, and then Bella stormed out of the room. Andromeda walked toward the fire, looking relieved. "I do apologize for that," she said. "You shouldn't have seen it: you shouldn't be fire-calling without an adult in the room. Bellatrix isn't the most proper child—don't fire-call us anymore. Leave it to your parents. Mother and Father will be furious when they hear—"_

_"__Oh, Andy, you won't tell them!" Cissa cried. "Please! Bella's already upset—!"_

_"__Hush, Cissa," Andromeda said gently, then told the boy, "Go back, please. I've got to close the Floo: it wasn't supposed to be open."_

_"__Okay," he muttered. "Sorry." He withdrew from Ravensden, back to his seat by his own fire. He dearly hoped he hadn't got his family in trouble with the girls' parents, and on a different level, hoped he hadn't gotten Bella in too much trouble._

* * *

><p>A few days later, Rodolphus was awakened one morning by his father telling him that they were to find him a wand that day. The boy slipped out of bed quickly as his father left the room, saying, "Fifteen minutes, Rodolphus. Be ready."<p>

Yawning, Rodolphus dressed to go out, then walked out into the entrance hall. "Isn't Mum going with us?" he asked.

"No," Desmond answered. "It's just the two of us. We're going to a friend of mine, who specializes in wands used for Dark magic. We shall see if one of them chooses you."

"All right," the boy agreed nervously. He was still excited, though he hoped that the wandmaker his father knew wasn't as terrifying as the last person Desmond had taken his son to see.

They disapparated, and Rodolphus was relieved to find that he knew the place: it was the Dark Arts center of their city. He was almost disappointed that they hadn't gone off to Russia, or somewhere else known for its Dark Arts. Still, he followed his father silently, listening, although there wasn't very many people in the street. Desmond turned to his son, wandlessly putting the boy's hood up.

They entered a small shop that Rodolphus had never really payed any attention to before and Desmond called out, "Benise?"

After a few moments, an older-looking blonde woman walked out of the back room and greeted them in a low voice: "Desmond. And is this your boy? How...marvelous."

"Yes, this is my son Rodolphus," Desmond answered. "We've come to find a wand for him. I thought yours might be the best options."

"Might be," she chuckled to herself, Summoning boxes from the back room. "I've no doubt you know how to wave a wand, boy," she told Rodolphus. "You can't be Desmond's son and not know how to at least torture someone before you're six years old. Go ahead; try those."

Rodolphus wasn't sure what to say to the woman, but at a look from his father, began to test the wands. Benise watched him, shaking her head at him sometimes, and once, he jumped when she practically snatched a wand out of his hand. "Not a match!" she proclaimed. "I won't have you destroy my shop."

Desmond smirked, and Rodolphus looked at him questioningly, only receiving an order to "return to the matter at hand."

"It was too Dark," Benise told the boy, sensing his offense. "You're not dedicated: it hasn't taken you over. Those that are constantly immersed in Dark magic will be able to use that wand properly."

"Oh." Rodolphus continued to try wands, and when he picked up a beautiful cherry wood wand, he felt the magic tingle through his fingers and down his arm. He wrapped his fingers around the wand, then waved it confidently. Brilliant multi-coloured sparks shot from the end of it, and the two adults smiled at him, his father giving him a proud look.

"Very good!" Benise told him.

The price for his wand was fifteen galleons, which was more than the price for a normal wand. Rodolphus doubted it was a normal wand, and he also doubted that the one who had made them was a normal woman. "Thanks," he said to her as he and his father left the shop.

"Do it justice!" she ordered him.

_I will_, he promised himself, his fingers stroking his new wand: cherry and pine together, with dragon-scale infusion by Dark fire. Not a normal wand, indeed. He didn't have to ask to know that infusions weren't as common in his day as they had been a millennium before.

Desmond Lestrange squeezed his son's shoulder upon their return. "I'm proud of you," he said. "It's a fine wand. Here. Your mother bought it for you when you were out together."

Rodolphus took the box from his father and realised that it was a wand-polishing kit. "Thank you," he said again, then hurried off to find his mother to thank as well.

* * *

><p>Both of his parents were present on Platform 9 ¾ to see him off to school, leaving Rabastan with the house-elves. The older Lestrange boy hugged his mother carefully, already having said his goodbyes at home, then awkwardly stared at his father before the man stepped forward and wrapped his arm around the boy's shoulders.<p>

"I know you'll make us proud of you," Desmond told him quietly, a confident expression on his face. "Do your best at everything, all right? And write to your mother, or she'll send you a Howler."

Meira smiled at her son. "I'll be writing too," she told him. "Remember that we love you."

Rodolphus looked up at his mum. "I love you too," he said easily, truthfully. The train whistle blew for the first warning, and he hugged his parents again before waving his wand at his trunk to send it toward the train. He walked straight toward the train, boarding without looking back. He did wave as the Hogwarts Express pulled out of the station, and saw his mother, waving back as she brushed away what might have been a tear. He turned around, stored his trunk away in a rack, then sat down to wait out the ride.


	7. Chapter 7: The First Year

Rodolphus Lestrange walked into the Great Hall of the school with the other first years, barely able to keep himself from gaping in shock. He was used to ornate design and detailing on buildings, but he couldn't have imagined the school to be that fancy. He could almost compare it to his own home. The boy chuckled at the thought, then glared at another first year who looked at him when he laughed.

The Sorting began. Rodolphus watched as first year after first year was sorted into one of the four houses of Hogwarts. He was watching each child so intently that he jumped a little when he heard the professor call his own name: "Lestrange, Rodolphus."

The boy walked forward, up to the Sorting Hat and stool, sitting down and allowing the witch to place the Hat on his head. "Oh, you're a confusing one," the Hat said in the boy's head. It took all Rodolphus' willpower for him not to visibly jump in shock. He'd been warned by his mother, and still been surprised.

"Yes," mused the Sorting Hat in amusement. "A Lestrange. Hmm...pureblood tradition would say Slytherin..."

_That's what I want: Slytherin_, Rodolphus thought sharply, aware of all the eyes on him. _Nothing else_.

"But you have a vicious temper that can barely be controlled," the Hat responded.

_Does that matter?_ Rodolphus questioned the Hat. _The House of Black is famous for their uncontrollable tempers, and they're all in Slytherin._

"Don't get smart or I'll have to put you in Ravenclaw," the Hat complained. "I think I'll put you in my House: you're brave and loyal."

_Which one is that?_ Rodolphus asked warily.

"Gryffindor," the Hat answered.

_Never!_ Rodolphus burst out angrily. _I want Slytherin!_

If the Hat had been a person, Rodolphus would have happily Cursed him. He ignored the Hat's reasonings and imagined the Hat being a person so Rodolphus could show him just how "Gryffindor" he was. _What would the Hogwarts staff do,_ Rodolphus mused, knowing the Hat understood him, _if someone suddenly threw the Sorting Hat on the floor and completely annihilated_ _it?_

"**SLYTHERIN!**" shouted the Sorting Hat, and the Slytherin House table broke into applause.

Free of the Hat, Rodolphus got off the stool, smirking, and walked over to the Slytherin House table. "Hello, Rodolphus," he heard as the Sorting went on. The fifth year boys prefect introduced himself, but Rodolphus wasn't listening. He was still watching the Sorting, waiting for those he had met on the train to be Sorted.

"Prewett, Molly." The red-haired girl that had been standing near the back of the first year crowd stepped forward, and Rodolphus frowned slightly. She'd never stopped talking once she'd got into the compartment where he thought he'd been safe. He was glad she could keep her own conversation going so he didn't have to talk—and then he remembered finally where he'd seen her before.

Molly Prewett had been at one of the pureblood gatherings at Ravensden, Rodolphus remembered, wondering what the Hat was telling her. He hoped it told her that she never knew when to shut up and all kinds of things like that. _Temper indeed,_ he mused to himself, smirking.

"**GRYFFINDOR!**" the Hat declared, and Rodolphus was surprised that some of the Slytherins hissed in derision.

"Her whole family," the boy next to Rodolphus muttered. "All gone to the dogs."

Rodolphus saw that the Prewett girl had joined two red-haired boys that seemed a little older than herself. "Are those her brothers?"

The other boy frowned. "I think so."

The fourth year across the table confirmed it, then turned to look at the boy being Sorted. Last of all, Arthur Weasley. Rodolphus almost felt sorry that he had to give the boy the cold shoulder: he wondered what it would be like to have a Black for a mother. He hadn't forgotten that day in Diagon Alley when he'd met the Weasley family for the first time.

"**Gryffindor**," said the Sorting Hat automatically as if he sorted a Weasley every day.

Arthur went to join the other redheads, and Rodolphus' new acquaintance muttered a few more derogatory comments before turning to the feast that had appeared and digging in. Rodolphus wondered how incredibly awkward life at Hogwarts would be with Mudbloods and blood-traitors: obviously he'd never had experience with anything less than purebloods and the occasional half-blood, but he hoped it wouldn't be too explosive.

* * *

><p>The very next day, Rodolphus walked out of Herbiology, scowling to himself. He wasn't happy that he'd been stood next to some stupid Hufflepuff who kept messing up in trying to follow instructions. He'd tried to ignore the Puff, but finally told him to shut up.<p>

He heard his name and stifled a groan. Turning, he saw the Hufflepuff walking toward him and quickly turned away again. "Lestrange!" the boy called, catching up. "You're so good at Herbiology and everything already! How do you—?"

"Don't talk to him," hissed one of the other Hufflepuffs, as Rodolphus frowned at the first.

"I grew up with magic in hand," Rodolphus answered quietly. "Unlike you." He walked away, some of the students hissing behind him. He knew the boy was a Mudblood, but he wasn't going to cause a scene over it. Rod just wanted the other students to leave him alone: he didn't want to be known as an extremist, for then he would be targeted by the Gryffs. He understood this from the other pureblood boys he'd talked to about Hogwarts.

That night, back in the Common Room, Mulciber, the boy he'd met right after his Sorting, asked him, "How do you like Hogwarts, Lestrange?"

"I think I'll pack my bags and go back to France," he answered. "The castle would be very nice, if it weren't a school."

Mulciber laughed. "Don't like school, then, do you? Good luck. You'll be here for a while." Rodolphus just shook his head slightly, pulling his parchment toward him once more. "What are you working on?"

"Writing to Mum," Rodolphus answered, then saw the incredulous look on the other boy's face and almost blushed.

"Writing to—Lestrange, grow up," he said.

Rodolphus cursed him in French, then got up and walked up to their dorm room, leaving him to wonder what kind of an extremist wrote to Mum the first day of school.

* * *

><p>Rodolphus remembered that first day for some time, because two of the other boys took to calling him "Mumma's boy." It wasn't until he got tired of their childishness that he severely hexed the one, making the other two laugh. After a while, they left him alone, keeping to themselves. Rod couldn't have cared less: he preferred to be alone when studying.<p>

He was glad that he was older than most of the other purebloods he knew, for he would have been embarrassed to have them see how unfamiliar he was with their school. His father had pointed this out, but Rodolphus hadn't changed his mind about wanting to attend, and his mother didn't think it would be a problem for their son to adjust. Rodolphus was glad that he'd had a year to get used to it before the others began to grow into Hogwarts.

As he got off the train at the end of the year, he greeted his father politely, then followed him from the platform. Desmond caught his son by the arm and disapparated, the train station disappearing from view. The two appeared in the Entrance Hall of their home, and Meira came hurrying forward, throwing her arms around her son. "You naughty child," she whispered in his ear. "You should have come home for Christmas!"

"Sorry," he muttered in reply, hugging her as tightly as possible without seeming too childish. He really had missed his mother a lot, but he hadn't gone home because his friends had made fun of him for how close he and his mother were.

"Come see how big your brother's got," she murmured, then led him from the room. Once they were close to the room, she turned to him and said, "He speaks more French than English, just so you know."

"Of course," Rodolphus muttered, then followed his mother into the room.

"Mum!" the small child seated on the floor said sharply, then got up and went to her, frowning at Rodolphus.

Rodolphus watched the small boy grasp his mother's skirts unsteadily, eyeing the much taller boy cautiously. "Hello," he said softly, looking at the small boy.

Meira smiled down at her second child. "Rab, this is your brother, Rodolphus. He's barely a year old, Rod."

"Hi," Rab said, his brown eyes curious, but reserved.

"Your brother's back from school," Meira said gently to the little one. "You'll see more of him before he goes back."

Rodolphus looked down at the child with light brown hair. He didn't really want to spend a lot of time with something that couldn't really talk to him, or do anything interesting. He left the room when he was allowed, almost running straight into his father. "Sorry," he said again, sidestepping the wizard before he went to his room. It was not going to be a fun summer.


End file.
